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 Vi.  GORKY
grief. The mother saw this, and it only oppressed her the
more.
"Sit down," said Sizov, moving over on the bench.
She sat down obediently, straightened out her skirt and
looked about her. Green and red dots and stripes and
fine yellow threads dance4 before her eyes.
"It's your son who brought our Grisha to this," mut-
tered a woman sitting beside her,
"Stop that talk, Natalya," said Sizov sullenly.
The mother looked at the woman. She was Samoilov's
mother, and next to her sat her husband, a bald, good-
looking man with a lean face and flowing red beard. He
narrowed his eyes as he kept staring ahead, and his beard
trembled with the strain he was under.
A dull light poured into the courtroom through high
windows which were covered with snow on the outside.
Between the windows hung a portrait of the tsar in a
shiny gilt frame, the sides of which were hidden by the
folds of heavy maroon window hangings. In front of the
portrait stood a table covered with green baize which ex-
tended almost from wall to wall. Two wooden benches
were placed behind bars against the right  wall,   while
against the left stood two rows of armchairs upholstered
in maroon. Silent attendants in uniforms with green col-
lars and gold buttons down the front moved back and
forth. The murky air was full of whispering and the smell
of medicine. All this—the colours and shine, the sounds
and smells—hurt her eye and ear and entered her body
as she breathed, filling her with ail empty, aching fear.
Suddenly someone spoke in a loud voice. The mother
started, and when everyone else stood up, she did too,
catching hold of Sizov's hand.
A high door on the left opened and a bespectacled old
man came hobbling in. Thin white side-whiskers shook
on his grey jowls. His clean-shaven upper Up was sucked
against a toothless gum, while his chin and jaws rested
on the high collar of his uniform, giving the impression
that there was no neck inside. He was supported Jby a

